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As I begin this annual Des Moines Catholic 
Worker “beg letter,” I am reminded of an old saying: “The 
more things change, the more things stay the same.” True 
to form, there have been a whole lot of changes in our 
Catholic Worker community this year, but our needs and 
work stayed the same. 

At Dingman House, we offer daytime hospitality 
on the first floor five days a week: Tuesday, Thursday, 
Friday, and Sunday from 3 p.m. to 7 p.m. and on Saturday 
from noon to two. We serve two meals a day four times 
a week and one on Saturday. We also recently started 
offering free HIV and hepatitis C testing on Thursdays. 
During our open hours, our guests can take a shower, use 
our bathroom, get a cup of coffee, watch T.V., or make a 
phone call, all while having a safe space to occupy. 

We also have a “store room” at Dingman House 
where we give food, toiletries, and clothes away. We are 
especially in need of winter clothes, blankets, scarves, 
hats, and gloves at this time of the 
year. We need underwear, socks, 
pads, and tampons all the time. In 
addition to the food we hand out in 
the “store room,’ we do a “food give 
away” as soon as we open the house 
on Tuesdays and Fridays, where 
we hand out perishable food. This 
includes meat, vegetables, and fruit 
from Trader Joe’s and Whole Foods. 

We serve anywhere between 
50 and 100 people on the days we are 
open. 

Outside of Dingman House, 
we have what we call a “free food 
store” every Saturday morning at 
10 a.m. at United Trinity Methodist 
Church, which is three three blocks 
north of us. We get the bulk of 
this food from Capital City Fruit 
in Norwalk, lowa.God bless the 
Comitos! They been giving us fruits 
and vegetables for over twenty years! 

In order to obtain the 
aforementioned food donations, 
the community maintains two vans at no small cost 
in gas and upkeep. These vehicles are essential to the 
community's ability to continue to provide an abundance 
of food to the people we serve. 

As for people living in our community, we 
currently provide residency for 17 people among our 
four houses. These residents consist of core community 
members, “want to be” community members/interns, 
full time volunteers, friends, and guests. No one is paid 
a salary, though we all contribute large amounts of time 
and work to the community. We all receive room and 
board in exchange for the work we do and our willingness 
to live in a community environment. 

All of the bills and property taxes for Bishop 
Dingman House, Rachel Corrie House, and Chelsea 
Manning House are paid with the donations that folks 
like you give to the Des Moines Catholic Worker. The 
Berrigan House bills and property taxes are paid by a 
separate Berrigan Spring Fundraiser Appeal, which is sent 
to about one-third of our Via Pacis readership. 

Upkeep and maintenance of four old houses 
in the inner city is a challenge, and it quickly becomes 
very costly. There are always plumbing, electrical, and 
carpentry projects that need to be done. Only the most 
pressing of these issues get out attention. Right now, 
we are completing foundation work at Berrigan House, 
as the middle of the house was sinking, and it needed 
new basement support to keep the middle of the first 
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floor from falling into the basement. This is especially 
important on Fridays, when our weekly AA group meets 
and fills the house, sometime with over fifty people! We 
still need a fire escape from the third floors of Dingman 
Manning Houses, and there is still electrical and 
plumbing work to be done in all three houses. And the 
list goes on... 

We could not do this amazing amount of work 
without hours on hours of volunteer help both from 
live-in community members and outside volunteers! We 
beg for a lot of stuff, including food, clothing, and house 
cleaning materials. We try to avoid using money to buy 
these things, as money is always short, and if we can beg 
for it, we will not buy it. 

Despite our great resourcefulness, we still need 
around $75,000 a year to pay for the whole operation. 
This is a remarkably low price, given the immense 
amount of work that is done and the large number of 
people that we support: every week, we serve between 400 
and 600 hot meals, groceries for some 100 families and 
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individuals, provide blankets and coats for dozens, if not 
hundreds, living outside, in addition to simply providing 
access to showers, hot coffee, and a safe space to those 
who often go without them. 

It is also true that we could not do all we do, and 
pay our bills, without the yearly money donations from 
our loyal Via Pacis readers! Through the years I have 
often bragged about how we at the Des Moines Catholic 
Worker live off of the money donations from the power 
of the “Widow’s Mites.” We don't need big donors or 
extremely large donations to keep our doors open, just a 
lot of little ones. However, a very serious concern we hold 
is that our Via Pacis donor base is getting older and fewer 
(for example, see S. Morison’s letter following this article-- 
she is 90 years old!). 

With this in mind, I ask that you consider taking 
a few of the following actions in the coming weeks during 
this charitable season: 


-Keep donating your “Widow's Mite” money to the 

Des Moines Catholic Worker. If you can give more, I 
encourage you to do so.... 

-Pass this Via Pacis newsletter on to someone else to read 
and possibly join our readership and support system. 
-Invite a Des Moines Catholic Worker to your 

church, school, or social justice organization to give a 
presentation on the Catholic Worker movement and our 
community here in Des Moines. 
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THE POWER OF THE “WIDOW’S MITE” 


By Frank Cordaro 


As I close this annual beg letter, Matthew 
9:37-38 comes to my mind. This reading regards God’s 
kingdom's harvest and the need for more laborers in 
God's fields. This strikes a chord with me because dear 
Via Pacis friends and readers, we are all getting older! 
Des Moines Catholic Workers Eddie Bloomer, Norman 
Searah, Al Burney, Gil Landolt, Annie Patton and myself 
are all over 60 years old and have been a part of this 
community longer than our younger comrades. This 
being said, we are praying for more able-bodied laborers 
to come and physically share in the work at the Des 
Moines Catholic Worker! We are seeking people who can 
carry on this work and legacy for many more decades to 
come. 

In this regard, we are still relying on the power of 
your “Widow's Mite” generosity and prayer! It is precisely 
your charitable spirit and generosity that has carried us 
over the last 40-plus years and adds to our certainty of 
faith that we can count on in the months ahead. Many 
blessings! 


Dear Frank, 


I’ve read your 
paper cover to cover 
and really appreciate 
your sending it to me. 
I’ve had house guest 
recently, but they are 
gone now, and its time 
for me to catch up on 


mail. 

The day my guest arrived was 
August 4 — my spiritual calendar on 
that day says, “We fasted, marched, 
picketed, sat in ... we never succeeded, 
and we never quite gave up. That is the 
best that can be said for us. We must 
be content if it is to be our obituary.” - 
Dan Berrigan SJ 

I too am a Berrigan loyalist 
and love to find other people who are 
still hearken for those days. At age 90, 
there are not many but we who still feel 
strong from our Berrigan influence. 

I’m still working three days a week, 
giving me a little cash to pass on to 
those who are still working for justice 
and peace. 


S. Morrison — Washington, Iowa 
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The cracks between the tiles, scrub with love 
The dust in the corners, sweep with love 
The space behind the toilet, wipe with love 
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LAYOUT Remember the mercy you received 

Jade Suganuma, Jakob Whitson, Ryna-Ria Ignacio Remember as the soap froths and carries away 
SUBSCRIPTIONS the soil . . 

via pacis is published quarterly. How to subscribe: mail, email, or phone Remember as you sit at the table with your 

your name and address to the editor. brothers and sisters " 
THE DES MOINES CATHOLIC Remember as you read in the quiet hours when 
WORKER COMMUNITY the work is done 

The Des Moines Catholic Worker Community, founded in 1976, is a This house belongs to Jesus 

response to the Gospel call to compassionate action as summarized by The floors are Jesus 


the Catholic Worker tradition. Theavind 
We are committed to a simple, nonviolent lifestyle as we live and work e windows are Jesus 
among the poor. We directly serve others by opening the Dingman The doors are Jesus 
House as a drop-in center for those in need of food, clothing, toiletries, The guests are Jesus 
use of a phone, toilet, shower, or just a cup of coffee and conversation. 
We also engage in activities that advocate social justice. 


The workers are Jesus David is a volunteer at Mary House in 
This is a house of mercy Austin, Texas and a friend of the Catholic 
BECOMING A DES MOINES This is where Heaven meets Earth woe 
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We are open to new community members. For information about join- [ | Cc O m ln K V e n t S 

ing our mission, contact any community member or visit our website: p = 

www.dmcatholicworker.org. 


December 27-28: Second Annual Feast of the Holy Innocents Retreat and Witness at 


MAILING ADDRESS the Des Moines Drone Command Center 
Des ome ahoke Worker December 27: 7 p.m. Dingman Catholic Worker House, 1310 7th St. 
PO Box 4551 
Des Moines IA 50305 Speaker Wes Howard-Brook 

Wes Howard-Brook has been teaching and writing at the intersection of church, society 
EMAIL ADDRESS and academy since 1988. Previously, Wes was an attorney for the federal and Washington state 
descatholicworker@2mail-cou governments, including a stint as counsel to the US Senate Judiciary Committee (198 1-83). 
BISHOP DINGMAN HOUSE Wes and his wife, Sue Ferguson Johnson, collaborate in the ministry, Abide in Me, that inter- 


weaves the mystical and the prophetic, the inner and outer journeys with God. Through word, 
silence, song and movement, they seek to be agents of God's passionate desire to transform 
individuals, communities and the world itself into the body of Christ.Wes also teaches theology 
and scripture at Seattle University and at churches and gatherings around the Pacific North- 
west and the U.S. 
December 28: 9 a.m. to 11 a.m. Continue retreat reflection at Berrigan House, 
713 Indiana Ave 


(Drop-in Center and Business Phone) 
1310 7th St. Des Moines, IA 50314 
515-214-1030 

Residents: 

Gil Landolt, Al Burney, 

Frank Cordaro, Patrick Stall, 

Jade Suganuma, Ruth Hart 


PHIL BERRIGAN HOUSE 11 a.m. to Noon Witness and direct-action planning at Berrigan 
713 Indiana Ave. 

Des Moines, IA 50314 House 

515-282-4781 Noon to 1 p.m. Lunch at Dingman House 


frank.cordaro@gmail.com 


Recess akon Witt se Ry nscale Riceard Flame 1:30 p.m. Witness and direct action at the entrance of the Iowa 


National Guard Drone Command Center, 3100 McKinley Ave. 
RACHEL CORRIE HOUSE All are welcome in the Spirit of Christmas, nonviolence and peace .. 


LEO AAS, *If you need a bed, call ahead. If you want floor space, bring a bed roll. 
Des Moines, IA 50314 = 


515-330-2172 
Residents: Julie Brown, Jessica Reznicek, Ruby Montoya 


CHELSEA MANNING HOUSE _— 
1317 8th St. =~ 
Des Moines, IA 50314 

515-777-2180 

Residents: Norman Searah, Ed Bloomer, Annie Patton, Charlie Faraday, 
Celestino Ramirez 


WEEKLY COMMUNITY LITURGY 


Mondays, 4:00 pm. Berrigan House. 
All are welcome. Call to confirm. 


MONTHLY VETERANS P 
FOR PEACE MEETING So sh a 
Berrigan House. For more information, 
contact Gil Landolt at peacevet@hotmail.com 4.52, F OLLOW A 
or call 515-333-2180. bf . 
WEEKLY AA MEETING © March 15-17, 2019: 2019 Midwest Catholic Worker Faith and Resistance Retreat at 
reas the Des Moines Drone Command Center 

ys, 5:00 pm, Berrigan house aS 

\ In 2014, the Des Moines Catholic Worker and Veterans for Peace hosted the 

TEC EEAP AS: ke Sas re Midwest Catholic Worker annual retreat, focusing on the yet to be operating Armed 
ee eee 28 Drone Command Center. This spring the Des Moines Catholic Worker and Veterans 


for Peace are again hosting the 2019 Midwest Catholic Worker Faith and Resistance 
Retreat in Des Moines on St. Patrick’s Day weekend, March 15 - 17, 2019, with focus on 
the now operating Des Moines Armed Drone Command Center. Kathy Kelly has signed 
on to be a speaker, with others yet to be confirmed. 


flamerrichard@hotmail.com 


As for ourselves, we must be 
meek, bear injustice, malice, 
and rash judgment. We must 
turn the other cheek, give up 
our cloak, go a second mile. 
-Dorothy Day 


«. For more information and updates contact: 

. DMCW -- Frank Cordaro frank.cordaro@gmail.com 515 490 2490 
DMCW -- Jakob Whitson jakobwhitson@gmail.com 785 340 2458 
~ DMCW & DM VEP-- Gilbert Landolt peacevet@hotmail.com 515 333 2180 


73 Years Have Passed ... 


By Jakob Whitson 


2018 marks the second year that the Des 
Moines Catholic Worker has spent the anniversary 
of the bombing of Hiroshima and Nagasaki in 
front of St. Ambrose Cathedral in downtown Des 
Moines, Iowa. The vigil started promptly at 8 a.m. 
with a small gathering of committed activists and 
religious leaders, most of them friends of the Des 
Moines Catholic Worker community. 

The 24/7 vigil was an effort headed by Ed- 
die Bloomer, Frank Cordaro, and Jakob Whitson. 
They passed the night on the sidewalk, even in 
the presence of rain. None of the hardships faced 
during those three days can compare to those liv- 
ing under threat of United States drone attacks or 
those who survived the horrific bombings 73 years 
ago in Hiroshima and Nagasaki. 

The purpose of the vigil was multifaceted, 
and the Des Moines Catholic Worker's presence in 
front of the Des Moines Dioceses and St. Ambrose 
Cathedral could not be mistaken as a single-issue 
protest. The vigil featured several different signs 
and pamphlets explaining the reason for the vigil, 
calling on Bishop Pates to teach, test, and grade 
the drone warfare according to Catholic Church 


Fr Dan Berrigan leading protest, vigils and celebrating 
ss at St Patrick's Cathedral in 
Ph. 
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teachings, and calling for an end to nuclear weap- 
ons. 

The vigil goers made an effort to talk to 
pedestrians, including seminarians attending a 
conference, about these pressing issues. Several 
friends of the community stopped by to visit and 
bring food; it was much appreciated! A couple 
of fellow Catholic Workers from the Lake City 
Catholic Worker Farm stopped by to chat, while 
also holding signs pointed towards northbound 
drivers on 6th Avenue. 

The vigil climaxed with a protest at the 
Drone Command Center next to the Des Moines 
International Airport, culminating with an act of 
civil disobedience, and the arrest of Jakob Whit- 
son and Frank Cordaro. 


Speech Given by Father Dave Polich at the Vigil: 


As I thought about our gathering on this 
anniversary of the bombing of Hiroshima in 1945, 
many things come to mind. I look at the political 
scene in this day and age, and unfortunately, any 
day and age, and I think about how there is great 
argument and concern about tariffs, about taxes, 
about employment. Also, much pressure is put on 
politicians and legislatures in a variety of ways, yet 
when it comes to the military, what the military 
does, what the military spends, who the military 
is, it seems like they are generally given free 
reign. Unfortunately, that is the case among the 
general public and for ourselves, religious people, 


Father David Polich, a priest within the Des Moines Diocese, speaks out against drone warfare. 


religious leaders. We critique in many ways and 
many fashions, and yet what the military does and 
how it does it seems to be more sacrosanct than 
even what the Pope tells us. It is more than sad, 

it is tragic. It is a flaw beyond understanding. We 
watch, we say nothing, we do nothing, and the 
evils continue. 

Des Moines has become one of the centers 
for drone warfare, undeclared wars, secret wars, 
assassinations, and it boggles the mind. It truly 
does boggle the mind. We are here, yet nobody 
speaks of it, nobody questions it, nobody counters. 
Recently, Pope Francis, issued a declaration 
with regard to capital punishment, saying that 
in no way and in no time is it permissible, is it 
acceptable. This declaration should be no surprise 
to people that have paid attention to Francis and 
what he believes and what he has said. For that 
matter, to what has been said by Popes for the last 
30 odd years, and yet Francis has brought it to a 
point, not leaving room for exceptions, and yet 
people here, unseen, unspoken, assassinate. They 
are judge, jury, and executioner. We know not 
who is killed. We know not how many people are 
officially targeted and killed. It goes on and it goes 
on. We say nothing and do nothing. 


Speech Given by Frank Cordaro at the Vigil: 


For what it’s worth, we really are here to 
talk to the Bishop (Pates). [While making hand 
gestures to buildings] This is your church, that is 
where you live, and that is where you work. We are 
here because we have to start in our own house, 
our Catholic house. 
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There is a real problem in this state, and 
I think you heard it from Fr. Dave, you are not 
going to hear it more authentically. 

Bishop, we want a moral teaching about 
this war policy that is going on right now, in our 
city, 24/7. Bishop, we don't need your opinion 
about whether it is a good policy or not. We don't 
need you tell us it is easy to look at drones and 
condemn them, that is a no brainer. 

Your statement from Princeton that Fr. 
Bertoglia passed on to us simply doesn't cut it. So 
those folks in Princeton, not even in the state, you 
say to them, “It’s easy to make the case that drones 
push us further from peace. Targeted killings sow 
anger and unrest among countless people whose 
lives are upended. With a quick missile strike 
from a drone here and there (or in Des Moines), 
we imagine our country is made safer. But the 
reality is that this policy perpetuates violence, 
terrorizing communities overseas and radicalizing 
people who otherwise wouldn't be hostile toward 
the United States.” Really a no-brainer there, 
folks: you bomb people, they hate you, and they 
multiply. 

Simple thinking, I am with you Bishop, 
but that is not a moral statement. You say, “.who 
otherwise wouldn't be hostile toward us..,, that is 
it, that is all you say. It is very simple. We want 
you to teach whether this war-making in the sky 
is just, is moral, is illegal. We want you to use the 
statement you signed in 2014, during the Obama 
administration, to tell the Obama administration 
that their armed drone program in 2014 was 
not legal, was not just, was not moral. Now you 
told. 

The problem with your teaching as a 
teacher, Bishop, is when you teach someone 
you need to test them, and you never took that 
statement, and you never brought it home. Now 
here we are, four years later. Donald Trump 
is president, and the drone armed warfare is 
multiplying, over and over. We are killing more 
people day in and day out. The president doesn't 
even want to know about it, he just says do it. He 
told the American people, if we are going to win 
this war, we got to kill their families. The man said 
it in plain daylight, a criminal president. We have 
a criminal, immoral, Christian leadership in Iowa 
who will not speak out. Please Bishop, for God’s 


sake, speak out! 
“iN 
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Catholic Workers and friends gather in front of St. Ambrose Cathedral in downtown Des Moines on the anniversary of the 


bombing of Japan 73 years ago. 
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Billboard Update 


TOP RIGHT: This image was taken on September 14, 2018 after 
Frank Cordaro received a tip from the Anonymous Christian Artist 
that a billboard had been altered on Fleur Drive; the previous 
billboard alteration occured in the same location. No message was 
sent along with the location of the altered billboard. The billboard 
advertisement agency is LaMar Co. They are responsible for the 
upkeep and replacement of the billboards. 


BOTTOM RIGHT: This image was taken on the morning on 
September 14, 2018. LaMar Co. replaced the billboard very quickly. Ss; 
The first altered billboard was left hanging for several days, so the 
reaction time of the company has quickened significantly. 

Several local news outlets were contacted by the Phil 
Berrigan House project, but none reported on the altered 
billboard. Although the media has covered a previous altered 
billboard, including the report of a police investigation, none of 
the subsequent altered billboards have garnered attention. The 
implication of silence surrounding the local presence of armed 
drone operators continues the false narrative of national defense of 
the United States government, yet we should ask ourselves if we are 
the ones commiting terrorism through the documented bombings 
and killings of civilians in places like Yemen and Pakistan. This 
is all happening next to Des Moines International Airport at the 
Drone Command Center, a 24/7 war zone. The most deafening 
part is the silence on behalf of the believers in Jesus Christ in Des 
Moines. 
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A Long Conversation: Who Commands the Drones? 


By Jakob Whitson 


Three months have passed since I moved into the Des Moines 
Catholic Worker, and I was feeling rather antsy having not yet shut down 
the Drone Command Center in Des Moines. Even though I know the 
impossibility of shutting it down myself, I still have hope. I carried that 
hope with me to an initial one-man protest at a local musical festival in 
downtown Des Moines, unsurprisingly called 80/35 (a reference to the 
meeting of Interstate 80 and Interstate 35). I carried a small sign with 
painted words relaying this important message, “Drones Fly, Children 
Die”. 

The sun began careening toward the horizon as I walked by 
fellow festival goers. The sign garnered a few glances and an occasional 
mumble. A young guy even asked about it, so I explained to him about 
the use of military armed drones. I even spotted him a copy of the Via 
Pacis. The festival grounds were only a couple city blocks; soon I had 
covered all of the stages. I took a seat on the curb in front of one of 
the smaller stages with my sign displayed. Two other Catholic Worker 
interns eventually joined my place on the curb. 

The sun’s light had fallen behind the horizon, and a middle-aged 
man and woman approached our little group after noticing the sign. 
Unbeknownst to us, our following conversation would last nearly ninety 
minutes. At first, the couple was only talking to me, as the other interns 
were involved in a conversation with some acquaintances, but by the end 
of the conversation, we were all taking turns chiming in. The gentlemen 
spoke the most. He asked about the purpose of the sign, and I told him it 
was to reveal the truth about the tactics of drone warfare. The tactics in- 
clude the targeting of an individual/group, killing the individual/group, 
and then assessing the exploded target. This fact is taken directly from 
the mission statement of the 132nd Wing, located near the Des Moines 
International Airport. The gentlemen did not negate this statement, but 
he did negate the severity at which drones are blamed for civilian deaths. 

His stance was that drones should be used to kill the “bad guys,” 
even if the person killing them is the judge, jury, and executioner. This 
idea seemed to stem from American exceptionalism, i.e., the belief that 
the United States is above international law and is a unique case com- 
pared to all other sovereign nations. Be it noted, the United States is a 
unique nation, we do have free speech laws, yet the only true free speech 
comes from those who have money. 

I explained that drone hellfire missiles in other countries create 
unrest and hatred towards the United States, creating a greater supply of 
people wanting to combat the country in some manner, for example, by 
joining ISIS. This creates a cycle of violence in which the United States 
government has complete dominance through the use of more powerful 


weapons; this was the narrative I tried to draw throughout the conversa- 
tion. His response was an “us vs. them” statement: he would rather sup- 
port bombing perceived “enemies” and civilians than seek peace. 

Thirty minutes or so went by, and the whole truth was finally 
out. The man admitted that he is a drone pilot at the Des Moines Drone 
Command Center. I was astonished! We had been talking to a man who 
is possibly a murderer of civilians by an eye in the sky! He later admitted 
to watching a man commit suspected “terrorist activity.” After months of 
watching, more like spying, he was ordered to push the button and end 
the man’s life. 

We pleaded with him about the inaccuracy of drone missiles and 
the possible miscalculations that could lead to civilian deaths, such as the 
infamous bombings of numerous wedding parties. For the drone pilot 
(who was also an Iraq War veteran), the violence produced by the United 
States is a perfectly logical course of action to promote the United States 
government's form of peace. This logic is similar to the idea that nuclear 
weapons bring about peace and balance in our small suffocating planet. 

There were many more points made in the hour and half con- 
versation, such as fellow drone pilots experiencing post-traumatic stress 
disorder (PTSD). We concluded with offering our support for him and 
his partner if they ever begin to question their role in the United States’ 
drone warfare. Neither of our views changed about the subject, but hope- 
fully we planted a seed of peace that may one day lead to peacemaking. 
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Occupy 


the World Food Prize: Seventh Year 


Rally at the State Capitol! 


by Frank Cordaro 


This year’s World 
Food Prize attendees were 
in for a surprise. Our 
speakers blared chants 
and live music, and our 
Occupy the World Food 
Prize banner flapped in 
the breeze as attendees 
streamed past, just feet 
away. In past years, those 
actually invited to to 
the event were shielded 
by hundreds of feet of 
barricades and police 
officers, but last year’s 
successful free speech 
lawsuit against the event's 
organizers permitted 
us, after seven years of 
attempts, to hold a public 
protest on public land. This 
time, we were within earshot of the venue itself! 

We send big “thank you's” to Reverend Billy and Nehemiah Luckett 
from the Stop Shopping Choir from New York City. Reverend Billy and 
Nehemiah joined us this year for a repeat visit at our event. They gave our 
program a Broadway sound with a strong “anti-industrial agriculture” 
message. As Master of Ceremonies, Reverend Billy kept us on our anti- 
Monsanto and anti-corporate agriculture message throughout the rally and 
concert. We were able to fly them out to Des Moines with the money we won 
in our Occupy the World Food Prize free speech court case, which was settled 
last year. 

Also joining the musical lineup this year was Catholic Worker farmer, 
Mike Miles. Mike is a regular attendee at our Occupy the World Food Prize 
Rally. The farming practices at the Anathoth Catholic Worker Farm in Luck, 
Wisconsin, where Mike lives, are exactly the kind of regenerative farming we 


The Occupy the World Food Prize banner was on display at the entrance to the event this year. 


can do in the Midwest to 
restore our depleted soil 
to the way it was before it 
was so badly degraded by 
our large industrial, oil- 
based food system. Mike 
not only does this kind 
of farming, he can talk 
and sing about it too! We 
were treated to both his 
great message and hi great 
singing! 

Our music line-up 
' also welcomed Christine 
| Moad and her band for 
j the first time. Christine 
is a former Iowan who 
returned to the state with 
her great voice. She has a 
sound with both attitude 
and a social justice edge. 

Speakers at the event 
included myself, Sharon 
Donovan form Occupy the World Food Prize, Carolyn Uhlenhake Walker 
from the Women’s International League for Peace and Freedom, Ed Fallon of 
the Fallon Forum radio show, and Christine Nobiss, a “Seeding Sovereignty” 
Native American advocate. 

The biggest thank you has to go to Adam Mason and the folks at lowa 
Citizens for Community Improvement, who lined up the program and paid 
for a great sound system! The sound system made all the difference in the 
world. This year we had a great message, and we were both seen and heard! 

The only downside this year was the same disappointment we've 
encountered the last seven years: We can't get enough people to show up! This 
year, besides the singers and speakers, there were fewer than ten people who 
showed up. This gives us pause. Seven years is a good run, and where we go 
from here is yet to be decided. Stay tuned! 
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Why Are American Children So Sick? 


By Sharon Donovan 


America’s 
children are the 
sickest children of all 
industrialized countries. 
In addition, the United 
States has the highest 
infant mortality rate of 
any Western country. A 
study from Health Affairs, 


compared the death rates 
of children in 19 wealthy 
Western countries. The 
United States came in last. 
From 2001 to 2010, our risk of infant death was 76 percent 
greater for infants and 57 percent greater for children ages 
one to nineteen compared to all other industrialized nations. 
While other countries’ children are getting healthier, our 
children are getting sicker, a lot sicker. 

Half of all the children in the United States have 
a chronic illness. They are the first generation predicted to 
live shorter lives than their parents’ lives. In fact, the United 
States ranks 43rd in the 2017 list of life-expectancy rates at 
birth, globally. Compared to all other industrialized coun- 
tries, the life expectancy of an American child is compara- 
tively short. 

Today it is thought common for our children to 
suffer food allergies, eczema, diabetes, asthma, and indiges- 
tion problems. Colic, chronic ear infections, poor sleep, 
constipation, and childhood obesity have become accepted as 
normal. For the last several years, children five and younger 
have been diagnosed with Type-1 diabetes at the alarming 
annual increase of 6.3 percent. If the present diagnosis of 
diabetes continues at this rate, it will bankrupt our healthcare 
system in ten years. 

Shockingly, one out of every five chronically ill 
American children is now diagnosed with a mental ill- 
ness. Developmental disabilities such as ADHD, learning 
problems, depression, anxiety, and bipolar disorder have 
increased by double digits in the last ten years, with a 41 
percent increase of ADHD diagnoses alone. Autism has 
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increased by as much as 75 percent, and this year, the CDC 
reported that one out of every 59 boys will become autistic, 
up from one in every 68 just two years ago. This diagnosis 
was one in 10,000 in 1950. 

What is causing this tragic state of affairs? Where 
can we look for answers? 

Diet is the best foundation we have for good health, 
and yet when we look to the nation’s food supply, we discover 
very serious problems. 

Every day we feed our children food containing the 
toxic herbicide glyphosate, with its heavy metals and arsenic. 
They are in 80 to 85 percent of all the processed food our 
children eat. In 2015, glyphosate was found to be a class 2A 
carcinogen by the World Health Organization and in August 
2018, as a jury in the Monsanto trial in San Francisco agreed. 
Glyphosate is a patented powerful antibiotic, a chelator, and 
and endocrine disruptor. It is in the rain, our food, vaccines, 
and drinking water. 

Foods made from genetically modified organisms 
(GMOs) carry new proteins many people cannot digest. 
They contain built-in pesticides, which we eat. In 2017, Zen 
Honeycutt, founder of Moms Across America, had inde- 
pendent labs test women’s breast milk for glyphosate. Three 
out of ten women were found to have positive levels. One 
woman tested 166 ppb, three thousand times higher than 
what is known to cause sex-hormone changes. She ate a 
conventional diet. 

Chlorpyrifos (a pesticide proven to cause brain 
injury to children), dicamba, atrazine, 2, 4D, the list of 
damaging pesticides in and on our food, air, and water is 
long. The New York Times in July, 2017, reported that there 
are nearly 1000 chemicals in our food that have never been 
tested for safety. Roughly 9,000 environmental chemicals on 
the market today end up in our food. 

Food additives carry dangers. On July 23 of this 
year, the American Academy of Pediatrics (AAP) released 
a “Food Additives and Child Health” policy statement call- 
ing for “urgently needed reforms to the current regulatory 
process at the FDA for food additives.” The policy applies 
to unnecessary chemicals added to food for flavor, color, 
preservatives, or packaging that are not even listed on labels. 

Recent studies show that the fruits and vegetables 
we eat contain 30-50 percent fewer vitamins and minerals 


compared to the same foods in the 1950s. Today’s industrial 
farming methods create dead soil from the continual use 

of pesticides and overuse of synthetic fertilizer. As a result, 
plants lack nutrients. 

The present head of the EPA, Andrew Wheeler, has 
placed respected pediatrician, Ruth A. Etzel, M.D., PhD., 
Director of the Office of Children’s Health Protection, on 
administrative leave without explanation and also plans to 
dissolve the office of Science Advisor. “Since 1970 the EPA 
has proactively overridden scientific evidence and sacrificed 
public safety for the benefit of the chemical industry,” notes 
Jonathan Latham, a virologist and founder of Independent 
Science News. 

Eating factory farm-produced meat is unhealthy. 
To make their animals grow faster, factory farmers use anti- 
biotics and hormones in animal feed. The asthma-like drug 
ractopamine and cancer-causing nitrites and nitrates are 
added to meat products during processing. Seventy percent 
of all beef and chicken in the United States are treated with 
poisonous carbon monoxide gas, which makes seriously 
decayed meat look fresh for months. Pesticides, heavy met- 
als, as well as antibiotic-resistant bacteria, also show up in 
factory-farmed meat. According to a study at George Wash- 
ington University, the overuse of antibiotics from factory 
farms threatens human health. 

Tragically, the lowa Farm Bureau and the World 
Food Prize promote outdated industrial farming practices 
that grow these toxic foods. These Iowa organizations priori- 
tize corporate profits over our children’s birthright to good 
health. Instead of being an instrument for good, they support 
food-promoting illness, and in the case of the World Food 
Prize, they do it using our Iowa taxes. 

America’s food is making us sick! The impact of 
toxic chemicals, GMO farming, and the corruption in our 
government have resulted in a country of ailing children. 
This is why we continue to Occupy the World Food Prize 
every year. We must speak truth to power and reveal the 
harms that our corporate-controlled state have done unto us, 
providing us with little to no affordable healthy food options 
at the grocery store. We refuse to let corporate profits take 
precedence over our health and safety and the health and 
safety of our global environment. This is our fight to save 
America’s children and the future of our planet. 


OF LOVE+RESPECT 


Jeanine is a loyal supporter and guest at the Des Moines Catholic Worker. 


Mary Ann volunteers at Des Moines Catholic Worker at least once a 


week! 
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The Bill Basinger Veterans for Peace Chapter, along with several Catholic 
Workers and friends marched in the Iowa State Fair parade in August. 
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We recently received a donation of winter hats, gloves, and scarves. We are very appreciative 
of all of ours donors! Thank you from the Des Moines Catholic Worker family! 
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Charlie (right) volunteers at th 


e house every weekday we are open, while George 
(left) is part of the St. Pius group that provides meals to our guests. 


Catholic Worker. 
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Sugar Creek Retreat was held in September; lo als, prayer time, and a talent show were held over the beautiful weekend in Northeastern 


Iowa. Oe 
Gee 


h 
2 — 2 
Rodger Routh interviewing Richard Flamer about his thoughts on the 


immigrant caravan in the Berrigan House library. Watch the interview on 


YouTube: “The Caravan is Coming’ to Fear is a Lie” — a - >» “ eg 
You can always find a partner to play Cribbage with at Dingman House! 


Patrick, Jade, and Bozena all happened to wear shirts 
produced by the folks from the Strangers & Guests 
Catholic Worker community in Maloy, Iowa. 


Roy Rahm, Joe Garvey, and George Hawk are known as the St. Pius Guys at the Our most recent stray cat! She is very 
Des Moines Catholic Worker. They are the longest running meal providers! friendly to the guests. 


“IT Lost My Sister...and I Want Everyone to Know.” 


By Julie Brown 


In Halania village, a black banner with a 
single white dove now marks the home of 19 year- 
old Dunya Rasheed, commemorating her young 
life. Her life was ended by the Turkish military in 
a horrific act of violence. 

On June 30th, Dunya Rasheed, a high 
school student from Halania, Iraqi Kurdistan went 
to harvest nuts with her family. The village lands 
of Halenia are in close proximity to a Turkish 
military base that has been constructed within 
Iraqi Kurdistan. Turkish soldiers shot a rocket 
directly into a group of thirty villagers harvesting 
crops on their own lands. This attack ended 
Dunya’ life. 

Christian Peacemaker Teams visited Du- 
nya Rasheed’s family, who were present at the time 
of the attack. Saman, Dunya’s brother, recounted 
the events with Christian Peacemaker Teams as 
his family and village members gathered in their 
home. 

Saman told Christian Peacemaker Teams 
that the family had gone to their lands on a nearby 
mountainside on June 28, 2018, two days prior to 
the attack on Dunya. These lands belong to the 
village and provide a main source of income for 
the people living in Halania, as well as other small 
neighboring villages. There are a variety of crops 
planted on the mountainside, including nuts that 
the villagers were attempting to harvest that day. 
Soon after the villagers arrived, Turkish soldiers 
shot rockets from a nearby base into the fields. 
The exploding shells set the dry summer fields on 
fire, forcing the villagers to leave their valuable 
crops unharvested. The fire burned for two days, 
scorching the whole mountainside. 

On June 30, 2018, villagers returned to the 
area attempting to salvage any nuts that survived 
the fires. 

“There were already families there 
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military. 
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harvested. 


when we arrived. They had been there since 
the morning. We were all carrying our baskets 

to harvest nuts,” Saman reported. He noted that 
there were many villagers in the area when the 
attack started. “The first rocket from the base 
went toward our village. It didn’t hit it. It landed 
outside.Then a second rocket came toward us. 


i e to a bombing by the Turkish 
There were about 30 people in the area, mostly 


Saman said that the second rocket hit 
his sister Dunya. She was standing near many 
children and other teens. The rocket pierced the 
basket of nuts she was holding and passed through 
her leg, leaving an enormous and devastating 
wound. Family members quickly removed Dunya’s 
body from the field as other villagers stayed to 
retrieve the baskets of nuts that had already been 


While the remaining villagers were there, 
Turkish soldiers came from the base and threat- 
ened them, warning them not to take pictures of 
the scene. The soldiers then retrieved the rocket 
that hit Dunya Rasheed and all of its fragments 
before retreating to the Turkish base. However, 
villagers had already taken pictures and video 
prior to the arrival of the Turkish soldiers as proof 
of what had happened that day. 

It is often dangerous to speak about 
Turkish bombings in Iraqi Kurdistan for security 
reasons. However, after Christian Peacemaker 
Team’s interview with Dunya’s family, her brother 
Saman asked to be mentioned by name. “I lost 
my sister,’ he said. “There is nothing wrong or 
shameful in this. I want everyone to know what 
happened to Dunya.” 

Turkish military shelling and bombard- 
ments are now happening daily along the border 
with Turkey. Turkish soldiers have crossed far 
into Iraqi Kurdistan and are building bases as far 
as 30 kilometers over the border, claiming to be 
ridding the area of the Kurdistan Workers’ Party 
(PKK). The conflict between the Turkish govern- 
ment and the PKK has spanned over 30 years. 

“Over this time, the villagers are the ones 
who have suffered the most. We need a political 
solution,’ said the mayor of Dunya Rasheed’s vil- 
lage’s sub-district. 

This heavy increase in violence has 
been causing mass displacement of villages and 
loss of life. Please call on your government 
representatives and urge them to withdraw 
support for the violent Turkish military invasion 
taking place within Iraqi Kurdistan and instead 
support a political solution to this long conflict. 
Also, please demand that your government 
completely stops supporting weapons profiteering 
in the Middle East. 

** This article was originally published on the Christian 
Peacemaker Team blog at www.cptik.org 


A Letter of Introduction 


Aloha and Hare Krishna, Via Pacis readers! 

My name is Ryna-Ria Ignacio, and I joined the Des Moines Catho- 
lic Worker family in August of 2018. Prior to this, I was living in Wichita, 
Kansas, making smoothie bowls at Songbird Juice Company and taking 
classes at Ganesh Yoga Studio to become a yoga instructor. While living 
there, I spent much of my time trying every possible practice to grow 
spiritually. I felt that by finding my spiritual self, I would finally find God. 
I'd often find myself meditating, chanting sacred mantras, writing affirma- 
tions and prayers, reading the Bhagavad-Gita, and listening to lectures by 
Krishna conscious teachers and monks. My faith in God grew stronger 
through all these practices as I felt a sense of clarity, a deeper connection 
with the Divine, and experienced frequent miraculous events. 

At this point, I felt sure that helping others and teaching others 
about yoga, meditation, and the beauty of spiritual growth was the best 
way for me to serve God, but I didn’t know where or how to start. 

My craving for spiritual growth and the push to serve God guided me 
towards many other beautiful souls who also seemed to be searching for 
similar things. 

One sweet soul in particular, named Jakob, shared with me his 
experience from visiting the Des Moines Catholic Worker for the first 
time, and he had eventually decided to join the community. This sparked 
my interest in visiting, so I visited for two weeks and had the opportunity 
to serve God by serving others. I met amazing people during this visit. 
After the first couple of days of my stay, I knew that this is where 'm 
meant to be; this is where I feel I could best serve God. 

I’ve been living here at the Des Moines Catholic Worker for 
about three months now, and I am filled with gratitude every day that 
I rise knowing that a place like this exists. A place where wonderful, 
compassionate people are coming together to also serve God by 
practicing the Works of Mercy: feeding the hungry, clothing the naked, 
giving shelter to travelers and the homeless, and many other acts of love 
and kindness. If you also feel guided, please reach out to us and plan a 


visit. You may find a beautiful part of yourself here that you didn’t even 
know you were looking for! 


With peace and love, 
Ryna-Ria Ignacio 


PS. I believe that God always provides all that we need, but it’s okay to 
ask for help. I’ve noticed that sometimes we don’t always have enough to 
provide for all of our guests, and it breaks my heart to tell someone that 
I can't give them exactly what they need. If you are wanting to help our 
community in any way, you could share your time by volunteering or 
sending some donations! As always, we will continue to try our best to 
serve with as much love as we can and to our greatest ability. Thank you! 


Norman’sWhereabouts 


By Norman Searah 


Hello there! I've always learned that a God created this 
Earth that we all live on and should share with love. We 
need to save it, for those that are born to come. 

I read the Sunday Register on climate change coming to 
Iowa. It says the state is warming, bringing more frequent, 
intense storms, and I would add, maybe more with hot 
weather. 

I've been reading National Geographic Extreme Weather 
Survival Guide. Nothing on climate change, even 
though it's happening around our world we live in. 

I've been watching An Inconvenient Truth and 
another movie former vice president Al Gore did, An 
Inconvenient Sequel. Both movies are interesting and 
have a lot to save our Earth from climate change. 

A lot of people died of hurricanes and floods and 
maybe forest fires. There have been floods in America, 
in New Orleans with Hurricane Katrina, a flood 
in part of New York City that did some damage to 
Ground Zero, flooding in Southern Florida, forest 
fires in California, drought where nothing grows in 
farmland in Africa and maybe elsewhere. 

Al Gore has been to other parts of this world of ours 
and seen what this climate change can do, like melting 
the ice on mountains in the North Pole and other 
places. We may see the ice glaciers gone. 

I believe we might see the temperature go up as time 
goes by. I don't know about how winter will be. 

I realize that we need to save our environment and our 
own world. Besides the hot weather, it brings mosquitoes, 
death, and thirst. I don’t know what more. 

Al Gore was in Paris when all the countries were there 
and voted on alternative energy solar and wind power. 

Iowa needs to stop carbon dioxide, which is the largest 
contributor of man-made greenhouse gases that trap heat 
in the atmosphere. I’ve seen a picture of the atmosphere. 
Just watching Al Gore’s movie, I don't know how thick it is 
or how far it is from the sun, but I can guess it can hold a lot 
of carbon dioxide. 

I figure we can save Iowa before it gets more hotter. We 
can save its farmlands from droughts, its forests from forest 


fires, maybe even houses and lives. 

I realize that the more we build, the more we use more 
electricity, the more smoke is headed to the atmosphere, 
and what happens on Earth? 

I hear that some company or companies are going to 
make electric cars. I thought they already made electric 
cars. 

I wish I had a TV so I could learn what’s going on with 
the weather and our world and what we can do to save it. 

We are not fighting a war with people in one way, but in 
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another way, we are trying to change an old way to make 
power and save the Earth and life on it. 

I started reading a book I had for sometime and never 
read until climate change came up. The book is called Six 
Degrees. lm also going to New York City to see what the 
Natural History Museum has on climate change. 

I wear a green hat that says “Make America Green Again” 
from the Sierra Club. When I travel, I look at windmills, 
solar fields, and farmlands. How good the land is. 

Al Gore talked about his college teacher that taught him 
and other people about climate change when he was a 
student. It's been with him a long time. He's been to other 


parts of this world of ours. He presents an eye-opening 

and compelling view of the future of our planet and our 
civilization. I would like to know if there’s an Al Gore group 
in Des Moines. I used to hitchhike around this country of 
ours when I was young. 

Pete Seeger, I recall, helped clean the Hudson River, one 
of Mother Nature’ great gifts. It was dirty, and he began to 
wonder what could be done about it. His friend loaned him 
a book called The Sloops of the Hudson, so the money was 
raised for sloop to be built in a shipyard in Maine called the 

| Clearwater. It taught about the environment and the 
Clearwater, along with having concerts on it as it went 
up and down the Hudson. 

Just recently there was a young man cleaning the 
Mississippi River, I think near Davenport, Iowa. I dont 
know whatever happened to him. 

I used to collect coke cans and bottles for a friend so 
they didn't end up in the dump, but instead could bring 
some money to a poor person that came to the Catholic 
Worker. Maybe it could help a little, and it might save 
the dump some. 

Instead of sending paper trash, why not burn the 
paper, like I recall they did in Ames, Iowa in some sort 
of power plant near the Iowa State University campus 
instead of coal? What's wrong with solar cell power and 
windmills? I don't see a lot of them when I travel by bus. 

We need to save this world if we are going to pass 
it on to the future. I am old and reminded of that. I’ve 
seen most of this country. I am not rich. I can't travel 
like rich people do to see the world, which is also dealing 
with this climate change to affect all of us in different ways. 

I figure if we are to have a lot of tornadoes, we need more 
tornado shelters, even on modern day farms and even in 
towns and cities and more alarms to make people aware 
that something is happening on the road or nearby. 

People in Tent Cities like that in Chicago should look 
for shelter if a tornado or tornadoes should show up. Head 
for strong shelters, tents won't do so good. Our weather is 
getting bad, even in Des Moines, Iowa. Now it is still hot. 
Sometimes weather works on our bodies. When it’s hot, 
people move inside to get away from the heat, like me. 

Thank you for reading this article. 


Lessons Learned in Ireland: Ciaron O’ Reilly, 
the Pope, and Dublin’s Homeless Population 


By Frank Cordaro 


In the arch of my 40-some years of being in the beloved 
Catholic Worker global community, a trip to another Catholic 
Worker House can serve as a nice break from the work and 
struggles we are so deeply engaged with at home. I took 
advantage such a travel offer from Ciaron O'Reilly, who is 
involved with the Catholic Worker movement in Europe. 

When Ciaron O'Reilly is not in trouble for his resistance to 
the United States empire (he has done three Plowshares actions 
on three different continents!), he is standing in solidarity with 
someone else who is doing resistance work. This past summer, 
Ciaron was literally standing” in vigil 24/7 
outside the Ecuadorian Embassy in London 
in solidarity with Julian Assange, the editor of 
WikiLeaks. Assange has been held up in the 
Ecuadorian Embassy for over six years now, 
functionally a prisoner of the United States and 
United Kingdom governments. He has taken 
asylum at the embassy because the United 
States government has indicated it wishes to 
extradite him to the United States for criminal 
prosecution, and with a new president, the 
Ecuadorian government started threatening 
to kick him out. At this point, Ciaron and his 
friends started doing a 24/7 vigil in the alley 
outside the embassy in order to to set up a 
nonviolent resistance effort if and when the 
authorities came for Assange. = 

When it was announced that Pope Francis 
was going to visit Ireland in August, Ciaron 
organized a twelve day speaking and witness 
campaign in England and Ireland to persuade people to join a 
campaign asking Pope Francis to embrace the Assange cause 
and offer him asylum in the Vatican. Early in the process, 
Ciaron asked me to join him in England and Ireland for what 
he was calling the “Operation Rolling Thunder Review Tour” 

Ciaron’s invite could not have come at a better time for 
me. I talked fellow Catholic Worker, Steve Jacobs, from the 
Columbia, Missouri Catholic Worker into joining me for 
a repeat of our trip to England and Ireland in 2011 visiting 
Ciaron. 

Timing is everything. The Assange cause at best, is a difficult 
push both in the United States and England. Trying to get Pope 
Francis attention would be a long shot. Trying to publicly 
lift up the Assange cause in Ireland during the Pope's visit in 
August this year was more than a long shot. It was impossible! 
News of the Catholic Church's long history of priest sexual 
abuse crimes and cover-ups in six Pennsylvania Diocese was at 
its peak - certainly a long-overdue and deeply needed exposure 
and investigation. There was only news in the headlines for 
one massive abuse of power by old men, and our cause - 
Assange - just happened to get swallowed up in the news by 
another just as important.. In short, getting any news attention 


Frank Cordaro, Steve Jacobs, and Ciaran O'Reil y occupied and vigiled 


to the Julian Assange cause was next to hopeless. 

Despite the herculean effort of Ciaron to organize multi- 
city speaking gigs, protests, and vigils, by the time Steve and I 
landed in London for the beginning of our “Operation Rolling 
Thunder Review Tour,’ much of what was organized had 
not materialized. The peace and justice contacts Ciaron was 
working with just could not get enough interest in the Assange 
campaign to overcome the public outrage in Ireland toward the 
Catholic Church's sex scandal and the Pope's visit. In the days 
ahead, much of all organized efforts were canceled. 

Our efforts were shifted to maintaining a 24/7 vigil 
in Dublin at the General Post Office (GPO) a week before 
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The poor tell us who we are, the prophets tell us 


So we hide the poor, and kill the prophets.” - Philip Berrigan 
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the Pope's visit. The GPO is in the center of Dublin. It’s a 
functioning post office and a historical site where the Irish 
rebellion of 1916 started. It is both a tourist attraction and the 
place where Dublin's homeless population hangs out after dark. 

Our efforts also shifted from a public campaign to friend 
care. The last few months had not been easy on our friend 
Ciaron. The seeming fruitless efforts to reach the Pope on 
Assange’s behalf pushed Ciaron to his limits, both physically 
and emotionally. This was both the most difficult and best part 
of the trip. I was most impressed by the friends of Ciaron we 
met along the way. They stood by and with him as we navigated 
our way through the tour and vigil. 

Every day during the vigil, we tried to celebrate what Ciaron 
called a “Post Clerical Liturgy.’ This included five or six of us, 
sitting on the cement between two GPO pillars, avoiding the 
constant flow of people. Simple bread and wine on paper plates 
and in plastic cups were passed around. There was no altar but 
the cement, and paper towels were used for an altar cloth. The 
Bible was read and chewed on, prayers were made, and bread 
and wine was blessed and passed on. 

Ciaron said that his experiences of vigiling at the 
Ecuadorian Embassy and the GPO were leading him to 
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consider doing 24/7 vigils fulltime, as a new way of being a 
Catholic Worker. Ciaron said the two most important lessons 
he’s learned from living on the streets is that just “living” is 
precarious from moment to moment and you have to be ready 
for interruptions. 

Just after he made that statement, a woman who appeared 
to be homeless came by and asked if she could join us. Ciaron 
immediately welcomed her. She sat down on the cement and 
started to talk, louder and louder, on topic and off topic. Ciaron 
tried to interrupt nicely, several times, but it soon became clear 
that our guest had no intention of participating in our liturgy. 
As she continued to shout, the rest of us in the circle remained 

seated and took the tactic of no eye 
contact and silence. A few minutes 
into her interruption, we closed off this 
part of the service by reciting the Our 
Father and slowly walked away from 
the circle into the crowd. After that, 
the woman grew tired of us and moved 
on. Unfortunately, it wasn’t before long 
until the Dublin police showed up and 
responded to her behavior with state 
violence, placing her in handcuffs and 
arresting her. 

Soon after, our circle reassembled 
for part two of our “Post Clerical 
Liturgy.’ All of us were taken aback by 
the epiphany we all experienced. No 
sooner had Ciaron shared that the two 
most important lessons from living on 
the streets are how precarious life is 

from moment to moment and that you 
need to be ready for interruptions, our “Holy One of God” 
demonstrated these truths before our very eyes. 

The last visual memory I have of our Angel of God was just 
before the police put her in their squad car, she turned around, 
hands cuffed behind her back, and bowed to the crowd. 

We left Ciaron in better shape than when we found him. 
He has good friends who are standing with and for him. They 
have reestablished a vigil presence at the Ecuadorian Embassy 
in their continued support of Julian Assange, ad they are 
bantering around the idea of starting a new Catholic Worker 
community. Who knows? Maybe the idea of being a homeless 
Catholic Worker, living on the streets as part of a larger 
movement, might take off. 

As for myself, I’m taking lessons learned by our “near 
hopeless” efforts to reach the Pope as a sign of hope for our 
troubles in Des Moines. 

This I do know: living precariously and being 
interrupted is built into our way of life at the Des Moines 
Catholic Worker, and as difficult as it can get, this too is a 
blessing. 
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BATS! 


By Charlie Faraday 


Sometimes in community we choose the way in which 
we serve, and sometimes it chooses us. I have been chosen by all 
manner of creepy-crawlies, from bed bugs to mice to cockroaches 
to, now, bats! 

With a strong suspicion of active bat colonies in at least 
one of our community houses, I recently set up an inspection with 
a bat expert who gave us more information about our little chirpy 
housemates, as well as a four thousand dollar estimate for removing 
them. The estimate was so high because of the very high, very 
steep, metal-shingle roofs on our very old houses (all built in the 
late 1800s). If we can’t afford to close the quarter inch gaps in our 
window frames, there's no way we were going to be able to afford 
four thousand dollars, so, armed with sticker shocked indignation 
and our new bat knowledge, we waged a guerrilla war. 

The two original chimneys on our house had been 
removed, so with nothing very reliable to anchor to on the roof, we 
spent several days brainstorming before we got fed up and decided 
to just use the whole dang house as the anchor. First, a lightweight 
lead line went over the house via extremely cool arrow shooting. The 
lead line was tied to two 24kN climbing ropes, which we pulled over 
after. 

Once our lines were run and anchored, I self-belayed up 
a ladder because ladders are terrifying I used the ladder in spite of 
my feelings because there wasn’t a clean path to run the rope on that 
would avoid our gutters, so just ascending the rope wasn't a great 
option. 

Once I was on the roof, my handsome partner rigged my 
bucket 0’ crap (caulking, paper towels, foam scrap, etc.) to one of 
my lines so I could haul it up. Later, he would be my amazing hero 
by talking me through a Yellow Jacket Ordeal that turned me from 
the house-scaling Amazon warrior I was at the beginning of this 
process into a whining, four year old little girl. “Their nest is two 
inches from the hole I have to fill! There's one on the nest! Oh God, 
he hates that I’m here and is very buzzy and angry! I don't think any 
bats are getting past him anyway. I’m going! I’m out!” 

I am ashamed. 

Anyway, once I had hauled up all of my supplies, I set 
to finding and filling all of the fuzzy butt-sized hidey holes I could. 
The bat man explained that bats are not very good at a lot of things, 
like being strong, landing, taking off, and moving on the ground, 
in general. Because of that, they like one roof feature in particular 
called soffit-roof interfaces: they’re able to clumsily fall and land on 
the roof, awkwardly wiggle and crawl up the shingles, and kind of 
scooch butt-first into the little cracks in the interfaces where warm 
air escapes from the attic. They keep scooching backward toward 
the warm thing, and if there happens to be a hole there that they can 
fit through, they end up inside confusedly thinking, “Woah, all of a 
sudden I am so warm and I don't know where I am or what actually 

just happened, but gosh wow, I like this very much, yay!” Then they 
come back every summer, forever 

The most important part of this entire process is locating 
the bats’ main entrance and fitting it with a one way valve so the bats 
are removed from the home unharmed. The main entrance will be 
the hidey hole with a lot of poop below it. It will be a tight space and 
it might be necessary to lay in the poop in order to reach the hole. 
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Celestino is not afraid of anything. The poop got in my hair. 

Special one-way valves that are made 
specifically for bat live exclusions can be purchased online for like 
fifteen dollars, but again, that’s fifteen dollars we don't have. Plus, the 
bat expert told us that a foot-long chunk of 1 % - 2 inch diameter 
pvc pipe works just as well. We found a perfectly-sized chunk in the 
basement that was covered in every flavor of mouse excrement (The 
mice are gone now, by the way, they were last fall’s project). 

Now, because bats are not strong and crawl everywhere 
butt first, they leave the attic in the evening by scooching toward the 
cold thing (air from outside). They keep scooching until they work 
their way into the pipe, and then gravity takes over and they fall or 
fly off the roof to happily eat mosquitos all night. When they crash 
on the roof in the morning and butt-scooch toward the warm air, 
they can't grip the inside of the tube, so they move on to another 
warm place. I asked the expert if we should put a bat house up, 
very excited about the prospect of adorable backyard pet bats. He 
said we can, but bats are not that smart and it takes a few years for 
them to realize a house is there. In the country, they find the house 
eventually and everyone is happy. In the city, they just move into 
a neighbor's house right away and then only the bats and we are 
happy. The neighbors are sad. 

Sidebar on how bats eat: They don't have incisors, so they 
fly after a mosquito with their mouths open letting its body pass 
through the gap between their eye teeth. As soon as the bug is part 


It Takes A Village 


By Celestino Ramirez 


His eyes were wide as curiosity filled his brain. 
He stepped through the wood framed threshold that 
led into a kitchen and then progressed into a common 


There is never a dull moment when Anthony is around! 


area. He asked, “What are we going to do here?” as his 
mom and I walked him to the common area to meet 
the other volunteers. The delicious smell of food had 
filled the air, along with the sight of a cart full of delec- 
table sweets that had been donated that morning. 

“We are gonna help feed the guests that come 
at 3 oclock!” his mom and I told him, and just like any 
seven-year old would, he said okay and headed toward 
the dessert cart. 

‘That was the first day we took our son, 
Anthony, to the Des Moines Catholic Worker almost 
a year ago. He has always been raised to be a kind, 
selfless, little boy, and I was curious to see how the 
little guy would take to community life. Just like any 
child his age, he would need to be reminded to not 
run in the house and to only eat desserts after eating 
his meal, but other than that, he has become a joy to 
both the volunteers and our guests. Anthony has made 
so many friends in the community, and our guests are 
constantly asking where he is when he isnt there for 


' shift. For your information, he has a dimpled smile that 
' could turn a bad day around in a heartbeat. 


Besides just making friends and brightening 
other’s days, Anthony has really learned how to con- 
tribute to shifts in his own sweet way. He has helped 
his mom make food for dinner, notably some barbe- 
cued ribs that he proudly helped squirt sauce over, all 
the while giggling at the fart noises the almost empty 
bottles made as he squeezed the last bit out. Uncle 
Frank showed him the dish sprayer, and subsequently 
how to do dishes, a feat I was unable to get him to do 
at home until after this miraculous incident. He also 
listened to Miss Annie, a sweet lady we offer hospital- 
ity to at one of the community homes we live in, as she 


Ly 


aa 
= 
| 
all 
_ | 
al 
age 


igre SOBEEBEE 


Charlie scales the walls of Chelsea Manning House to address the bat problem. 


way in their mouth, they bite down and pierce its wings on both 
sides with their canines. Then, they suck the body, ripping it off the 
wings, and swallow their tasty, wingless treat. Lastly, they spit out 
the wings because that’s the yucky part, ew. 

Some of the soffit-roof interfaces looked fairly well sealed 
up at first, but at this point I knew bat poop when I saw bat poop. 
When I pushed on the white siding stuff on the overhang of one 
soffit-roof interface, it moved a lot, exposing a really big wide hole. I 
set to shoving in foam pieces and caulking them in place to seal the 
holes. Then my caulk tube exploded. 

So, I got my entire hand in there and smeared huge globs 
of caulking on everything until all the holes were sealed up. “It’s not 
a beauty contest,” I assured myself, wiping sweat and dirt off my face 
and grinding caulk into my eyebrows. 

Ladders are nightmares, so when everything was finished, 
I skipped that noise and repelled down instead. Repelling is fun! 
Whee! 

The last step was to go to sleep and look for cute little 
velcro mice on the outside of the house around dawn to see if the 
thingies worked. 

Hooray, for a hopefully bat-free home, acquired for the 
low, low price of bloody knuckles, poop hair, and only a little roof 
crying! 


taught him how to serve out portions of food to our 
guests. He helps in the “store” by filling orders given by 
our guests, such as passing out canned foods, toiletries, 
blankets, drinks, and snacks. Anthony has even made 
signs propagating our nonviolent movement and has 
hung them in the house. 

Anthony hangs out with our guests, and they 
love giving him high fives and teasing him. They also 
give him occasional advice. For example, they will 
tell him to listen to his parents, stay in school, and, 
although he is only eight now, start thinking about 
earning scholarships when the time comes for him to 
attend higher education. He also loves playing cards 
and board games with our guests! In short, the vibe of 
the room changes drastically when he is around. 

I am so happy that Anthony has had a chance 
to experience an environment where we can exercise 
his charitable muscle. I feel it is very important to nur- 
ture that unselfish characteristic at a very young age, 
and I am so grateful that the community has not only 
accepted him being around, but have helped reinforce 
that selfless spirit. He is the next generation, and he 
will be a product of his upbringing and environment. 
What we teach and expose him to today will become 
the reflexive nature of his character when he becomes 
an adult. I feel we are raising him with love and kind- 
ness on a bedrock of concrete principles instead of the 
selfish sand that ultimately contributes to the harsh 
realities of a society grown cold to their fellow persons, 
and to that I thank God. Also keeping that in mind, 
without the blessed donations from our donors, none 
of these experiences for Anthony or our guests would 
be possible. It takes a village to raise a child, and I feel 
blessed that this is the village we get to call home! 


www.dmcatholicworker.org 


My Friend Joe 


On July 22nd of this year, Joe Taschetta - engineer, 
educator, artist, folk singer, songwriter, and friend 
of the Catholic Worker movement - died of an 
apparent heart attack while taking his regular 
walk along the St. Joseph River in downtown South 
Bend, Indiana. The following is a remembrance 
written by one of his many friends, Tom Cordaro. 


My friend Joe believed that music could 
change the world. Joe felt that if he could just get 
everyone to sing the same tune (preferably in 
harmony), it would have the power to bring them 
together and galvanize them into action towards 
making the world a better place. Joe followed in 
that great folk tradition of Peter Seeger and Ronnie 
Gilbert, who used their talents and their efforts to 
champion the cause of social justice and peace. 

Joe was always available to play at 
demonstrations, rallies, and other gatherings 
of peace and justice activists and was a familiar 
friend to many Catholic Worker communities in 
the Midwest. But Joe was more than just a song- 
leader. He was an activist who was just as likely to 
put aside his banjo to engage in nonviolent civil 
disobedience as he was to start up a new song. 

Through his music, Joe served as a 
chronicler of his times. He not only told the story 
of courageous activists and heroes. He also told 
the stories of ordinary Americans who were often 
forgotten or distained. Joe wrote and sang about 
death row inmate, Charlie Brooks. He told the tale 
of Dale Burr, the Lone Tree farmer who committed 
suicide. He told the story of the Taco Bandit, a 
small time robber trying to survive in a world 
where he no longer fit in and had no means of 
survival. 

Joe especially enjoyed playing his music 
for children. He got his moniker from them, “Papa 
Joe” Children are not as socially inhibited as 
grown-ups. They would light up when Joe would 
begin to pluck his banjo, and they would marvel at 
the unique sound and look of his autoharp. They 
jumped into every song they were invited to sing, 
and they appreciated the fact that “Papa Joe” did 
not consider them a part of the audience, but as 
part of the entertainment. Joe often confided that 
he was most hopeful about the future when he was 
with children. 

Later in life, Joe took to painting. 

Mostly self-taught, his vivid use of color and 
his uninhibited brush stroke showed a side of 
Joe that his music could not express. I could 


only look on in awe and envy. Joe was a baker, a 
gardener, a photographer and a jack of all trades. 
Oh, by the way, did I mention that he was also a 
trained engineer and former university instructor? 

Joe and his first wife, Anne, had two 
wonderful daughters, Julie and Melinda. Later 
in life, Joe married Ronda Hughes and took up 
residence in South Bend, Indiana. Joe and Ro were 
active members of the Broadway Christian United 
Methodist Church and continued to be engaged 
in community organizing and serving “the least” 
among us. 

Joe taught me many things about living 
life well. To say that Joe was one-of-a-kind does 
not even begin to encompass all of his unique gifts, 
as well as his foibles. When I first met Joe, I was 
in my twenties, and I told myself that when I grew 
up I wanted to be just like Joe, a man who did not 
let the world define him. Instead, he was a person 
who created his own persona and refused to be 
catalogued, boxed in, or reduced to a stereotype. 
In other words, he was a proto-typical Catholic 
Worker. 

If I had to encapsulate the primary lesson 
that Joe passed on to me, it would be, “Don't fit in!” 
What a perfect motto for the Catholic Worker. That 
is what I learned from Joe and will take with me as 
I go forth living the rest of my life. 
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The Trial of the Remotely 
Piloted Aircraft Three 


On September 13, Eddie Bloomer (Des Moines Catholic Worker), Greg 
Boertje-Obed (Duluth Catholic Worker), and Bryan Hynes (New York) were 
re-tried for crossing the line at the Drone Command Center at the National 
Guard Base in Des Moines, Iowa earlier this year. Their first trial resulted in 
a miraculous mistrial on account on one juror refusing to agree to a unani- 
mous guilty verdict. The following is Eddie Bloomer recount of their second 
trial: 

The trial began in earnest after the six jurors were picked out of 
about 40 people! Our attorney, Glen Downing, and his assistant presented our 
position after the county attorney and his Drake Law School student assistant 
rested their side of the story! 

Our argument was that drones were illegal and immoral. We believe 
that going into a sovereign nation and shooting up the place with heavy 
ordinance results in the unnecessary, immoral loss of life, which includes lives 
of the innocent and others who should be brought to justice instead of assas- 
sinated! Brian Hynes addressed the issue of duties of the nation state in a civil 
society! Greg Boertje-Obed, when questioned by the prosecutor, stated simply 
that it was against God’s mandate in a democracy. When both our defense 
and the prosecutor rested and heard final arguments, the jury returned with a 
guilty verdict! The judge gave the three of us fines, fees, no jail time, and court 
cost! When we were leaving the courtroom, the attorney prosecutor, a Marine 
veteran, turned and said to us, “We're not too far from agreement.” 


ie Bloomer crossed the line at the Drone Command Center in Des Moines, 


A Notebook Was Found in Dingman House 


By Patrick Stall 


Originally built in 1886 as a residence for the 
prominent Ainsworth family, Bishop Dingman House 
at 1310 7th St. is the oldest building in our community. 
The structure contains a number of architectural vestiges 
unusual to those conditioned by the austerity of more 
modern housing: odd rooms too large to be closets and 
too small for other use, narrow hallways, strange alcoves 
in the foundation, a hidden trapdoor between two levels. 
Dingman’ age also necessitates occasional maintenance 


projects, especially on the basement level. 


It was during one such project that we discovered 
the queer notebook. A hired worker broke through a false 
wall on the basement level, and, after clearing the faltering 


After they left, I heard what I thought were muffled voices 
again, this time not from the outside...but from the basement. 
Not wishing to embarrass myself by calling the Watch again 

so quickly, I armed myself with a kitchen knife and headed 
downstairs. There was no one downstairs, but a strange sound 
that I cant describe seemed to be emanating from the lower 
section of the far wall - but when I approached it, all fell silent. 
I have to go to work tomorrow, and need to sleep, but I am filled 


with a deep sense of dread that I cant shake. 


July 12. John returned from his trip to Omaha today, and 
apparently the business there went well, though he must return 
soon to close the deal. He’ been travelling more frequently 

of late, and (if I were a less trusting wife) I admit I have my 
suspicions. He's not looked at me the same since I birthed him 
a second child. But tonight he entertained me with stories of 


September 2. It happened again last night. Has for the past 
three. I woke up on the floor of the basement, covered in drywall 
and clutching this notebook, sweating bullets and with a low, 
deep terror emanating from my gut. I’m bolting the door to this 
place. I dont want to wake up there tomorrow... 


September 27. I’m almost finished canning the garden’ 
produce. Another weeks work and we should have enough in 
Jars to last all winter, though I don t know how the children will 
like it. John is travelling again, and will be back two days later 
than he planned from Omaha. 


September 29. Two houses across the street have caught fire, 
and the basement is the only place we can escape the acrid 
smoke. The shouts of the firemen keep me and the children up, 
but I am somewhat less afraid of the violence outside than the 


plaster and broken stone, came upon a nook unknown 
to anyone, not quite high enough to stand in, but with 
sufficient depth to permit a man to crouch inside. Upon this 
discovery, the worker retrieved me from the kitchen upstairs 
to investigate. I made my way downstairs and produced a 
flashlight. The nook was empty, save for a grimy teddy bear 
that I at first mistook for a lump of mud and plaster, and 
a black composition notebook, covered in dust, laying flat 
against the floor. Both the worker and myself were surprised 
by the existence of the false wall and hidden nook, but we 
were wholly shocked by the year embossed on the notebook, 
just under the printing company and in the same format: 
1921. 

The following excerpts were transcribed directly 
from the notebook: 


July 6. I think someone tried to break in again last night. I 
heard muffled voices outside and thought I sensed someone 
trying the door. The children were asleep, but I was thoroughly 
rattled and rang for the police. They arrived quickly and did 
good work comforting me, but having found no solid evidence, 
had no leads to follow and expected the perpetrators to go 
uncaught. 


Omaha 5s downtown, and we danced to the radio. I wish [the 
transcript is illegible here for several pages] 


August 20. Noises in the basement again. I was overcome 
again with that sense of dread, but fought it and went down 

to investigate. I found quite a scene - chunks of drywall and 
concrete strewn across the floor, as if projected, all at that same 
lower section of the far wall. I marched the children downstairs 
and demanded to know which one was responsible for the mess. 
Both bawled and denied involvement, and I relented. I now 
doubt either of them could have broken out concrete anyway, 
young as they are. I forbade them both from going to the 
basement and resolved myself to avoid the level as well. 


August 25. John was called to Chicago on unexpected business. 
I have grown used to his absence and have learned to be 
grateful to the neighbor, Mr. Jansen, for his help during these 
times, though I am not fond of wandering about the house by 
myself when the children are at school. I have thought often of 
seeking employment at the office of one of John’s coworkers 
downtown, for these long days of solitude at the house produce 
in me a creeping sort of dread, broken only by the arrival of the 
children back from school. 


terror in this damned basement. The children are the worst of 
all - I keep finding them sitting for hours, staring at that same 
low section of the far wall. And their horrible rhymes - they 
keep repeating them, mixes of nonsense words that might be 
expected for children of their age and references to the “people 
in the wall”. I find myself sleeping in front of that wall, waking 
from awful dreams I wont allow myself to recall later by writing 
them here. I'll speak to John of moving from this house as soon 
as this night is over. 


[The transcript breaks off here] 


After the transcription of these entries, the 
notebook could not be found again, despite a thorough 
searching of the house. Stranger, the nook where it was 
found, when checked again, seemed to have never been 
there. In its place was a solid wall of concrete, identical to the 
rest of the basement. The company hired to do the basement 
repair, when called, had no account for our house, nor any 
record of having sent workmen to it. We submit this account 
and these entries to you, the skeptical reader, despite the odd 
circumstances in which it came to us. 
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Change Service Requested 


HOW YOU CAN HELP 


VOLUNTEERS: 
Individuals and work crews 
for hospitality (serving food, 
cleanup), cleaning and gen- 
eral inside and outside main- 
tenance... without them, we 
burn out. 


FOOD: 

Fruit, Vegetables, Meat and 
Fish, Milk, Cheese, Salted 
Butter, Olive Oil, Sugar, Cof- 
fee, Creamer, Juice (sugar 
free), Salt, Black Pepper, 
Fresh Garlic, Salad dress- 
ing, Soups and Stews (both 
canned and fresh). Leftovers 
from weddings, funerals and 
other social gatherings... 
MEAL PROVIDERS: 
Provide a meal for 50-70 
people once a month! 

Call or email for current 
openings. 515-214-1030, dm- 
catholicworker@gmail.com 


HEALTH AND HYy- 
GIENE: 

Feminine Hygiene Items, 
Diapers, Baby Formula, 
Tylenol, Ibuprofen, Multivi- 
tamins, Antibiotic Ointment, 
Band-Aids, Lip balm. 
TOILETRIES: 
Disposable Razors, Shaving 
Cream, Shampoo, Condi- 
tioner, Lotion, Deodorant, 
Soap, Toothpaste. (Small 
sizes preferred for handout . 
..) Toothbrushes and Toilet 
Paper. 

CLOTHING: 

Underwear, Socks, T-shirts, 
Sweatshirts, Hoodies, Coats, 
Work Pants. (All Sizes—espe- 
cially big . . .) Sleeping Bags, 
Blankets. 

HOUSEHOLD 
SUPPLIES: 

Bleach, Laundry Detergent, 


Environmentally-Friendly 
Dish Soap, Murphy's Oil 

Soap, Pinesol, Trash Bags, 
Brooms, Rugs, Candles, 
Energy-Efficient Light Bulbs, 
Aluminum Foil, Plastic Wrap, 
Sandwich and Freezer Bags, 
Bath Towels, Playing Cards, 
Candles, Phone Chargers. 
HOUSE REPAIRS: 

With four old houses, there 
are plenty of projects large 

and small. We invite do-it- 
yourselfers—individuals or 
groups—with skills in carpen- 
try, plumbing, painting, electri- 
cal, etc. to come in, look over 
our housing needs, and choose 
a project. Bring your own tools 
if possible. 

LIBRARY: 

Peace and Justice books for 
the Berrigan House Library. 
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Cash donations are essential 
to pay our property taxes, 
utilities, repair and mainte- 
nance of property, upkeep 
and gas for two vans, pur- 
chase of needed supplies, our 
community gardening and 
for the continued publication 
and mailing of the via pacis, 
a good 20% of our annual 
expenses. 


DMCW WEBSITE 


For up to date news & info on 
the community, the Rachel Cor- 
rie Project, Berrigan House and 
Occupy the World Food Prize 
visit the DMCW web page: www. 
dmcatholicworker.org/. 
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